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2240.   To THE EAEL OF STKAFFOED.

Berkeley Sgtiara, Nov. 27, 178L

EACH fresh mark of your Lordship's kindness and friend-
ship calls on me for thanks and an answer: every other
reason would enjoin me silence. I not only grow so old,
but the symptoms of age increase so fast, that, as they advise
me to keep out of the world, that retirement makes me less
fit to be informing or entertaining. The philosophers who
have sported on the verge of the tomb, or they who have
affected to sport in the same situation, both tacitly im-
plied that it was not out of their thoughts; and however
dear what we are going to leave may be, all that is not
particularly dear must cease to interest us much. If those
reflections blend themselves with our gayest thoughts, must
not their hue grow more dusky when public misfortunes
and disgrace cast a general shade ? The age, it is true, soon
emerges out of every gloom, and wantons as before. But
does not that levity imprint a still deeper melancholy on
those who do think ? Have any of our calamities corrected
us ? Are we not revelling on the brink of the precipice ?
Does administration grow more sage, or desire that we
should grow more sober ? Are these themes for letters, my
dear Lord ? Can one repeat common news with indifference,
while our shame is writing for future history by the pens of
all our numerous enemies? When did England see two
whole armies lay down their arms and surrender themselves
prisoners? Can venal addresses efface such stigmas, that
will be recorded in every country in Europe ? Or will such
disgraces have no consequences? Is not America lost to
us ? Shall we offer up more human victims to the demon
of obstinacy; and shall we tax ourselves deeper to furnish
out the sacrifice ? These are thoughts I cannot stifle at the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